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During the Honeymoon From Hell Tour 


Author's Notes: 
Dunno, just another old thing | wrote. Dated when the Crue reunion was only talk, and Nikki was still with the 
Brides. 


Scott and London are laughing, sneaking glances at each other and looking so proud of themselves for keeping 
their "affair" a secret. | feel like laughing right back at them, and | have to force myself to remember that | 
was the same way when | was a kid. When you're young, you're so busy congratulating yourself on your 
intelligence that you never look around and realize that the rest of the world figured you out long ago. Let 


them have their fun, | won't say anything. 


Neither will Tracii, sitting there messing with his guitar. He wants in Scotts pants too bad to risk offending 
him. He's still hoping London will break Scott's heart, so he can zoom in on the kid like a fucking vulture. Me.. 
well, | wouldn't mind that scenario. | always did have a thing for singers. 


But now I've got nobody. Scott and London are too deep into each other for London to bother with me, and 


Tracii's too obsessed with Scott to have some fun. 


They're all clustered together, making some pretense of working on a problem we were having with Revolution, 
and l'm standing here on the outside. My mind won't focus on anything of importance today, just keeps floating 
off to thoughts of lovers and loneliness. Maybe | should call Donna. She loves it when l'm a sap. Women. 


| slip out of the room, into the dark hallway backstage, and flip open my cell phone. But it isnt my home 
number that | dial. 


The phone never even rings against my ear. All! get is that automated message telling me that this Nextel 
customer is either out of range or doesn't have their phone turned on. Want to guess which? Crazy fucker 
never has his cell turned on. Why the fuck does he even have one? 

| find his home number in my memory bank, and this time the phone actually rings. After eight rings, the 
answering machine clicks on. He hasn't bothered to personalize his message, just another computer voice. 


Record-a message-after-the tone. 


"Hey," | say, and lean back against the wall. "Pick up the phone. | know you're standing right there listening to 
the message. Pick it up. Pick it up or I'll sell naked photos of you to National Enquirer.” 


Click. "That might be more of a threat if you actually had naked photos of me." 
| grin. "How do you know what | do when you're asleep?" 

"Hello, Nikki." 

"Hey. What're you doing?" 

"Discussing the secret of human existence with little purple men" 

"Oh, you back on that shit again?" 

"What do you want?" 

"Nothing. Just taking a break from rehearsal, thought I'd see what was up." 
"The same thing that's ever up" He sighs; it sounds like he's sitting down. "Nothing." 
"Did you tell the doctors you'd do the surgery yet?" 

"Mind your own business, Nikki." 


My grin widens. God, | love that voice. It's not unique, and it doesn't have any distinct speech pattern. But Ill 


always know it's him. "You have to do it," | say. "| don't want to come home to some broken old fuck." 


"How's the tour?" he asks, and | snort. 
"Not bad. Fucking strange though, all these little clubs. You know?" 
| can imagine." 


He lapses into silence, and so do |. | can hear him breathing on the other side, a soft, reassuring sound that 
makes me want to be right there beside him. 


| can still remembering waking up to him that first time. 


I'd slept better that night than | can ever remember sleeping in my life, and when | woke up, the mattress was 
hard and lumpy, and the blankets smelled like they'd gone too long between washings. | felt like | was in heaven. 
When | opened my eyes, he was looking down at me, propped up against the headboard. For the first time since 
last night and my bottle of vodka, | realized just what I'd done, what we had done. 


"Tommy's right," he said. "You are Scooby Doo." 


Everything seemed right then. "Scooby-dooby-doo," | howled, couldn't get the damn voice right, and pulled him 
back down into the ratty blankets and made him fuck me again. 


"Nik" 

| snap back into the present. "Yeah?" 
"Did you want something else?" 
"Naw." 


More silence. He doesn't talk well on the phone, and nothing | want to tell him can be said through words. | just 


want to hear his voice. 


Maybe we're better than all the others. Tommy and Vince were always sucking face and cooing |-love-you's, 
and look at them now. Tommy can't stand Vince, and Vince hates Tommy. But us? We've never mentioned the 
word love, and we're the only two still together. Not to say we didn't have our problems. | know he despised 
me for my infatuation with Vince, back when we first formed the Crue. Then when he got together with that 
bitch of a back-up singer, Emi, | went more than a little nuts on him. Tommy, faithful disciple that he was, 
helped me do everything short of killing Mick for his treason But in the end, Emi went, and it was just me and 


Mick again. Chicks come and go, wives or not, but in the end, you know who you're gonna stick with. 


"| miss you," | say suddenly, and | never intended for those words to leave the shelter of my mind. 


He doesn't answer, too surprised | guess. And somehow, that kind of hurts. 
"Miss you too, Nik," Mick says finally. 
"So." | clear my throat. Yeah. Enough of that crap. "Hear anything from Vince or Tommy?" 


"Vince called when he couldn't get a hold of you." He chuckles softly. "Told me to tell you that he'd rather eat 


a hog dick on a hot dog bun with sauerkraut than be in the same room with Tommy again" 

Interesting mental image." | smile, but at the same time, l'm realizing just how much work it's going to take 
getting the old band back together. | love the Brides, but let's face it, there was only ever one Mötley Crue. 
The Brides are me and Tracii's pet project, but the Crüe was mine. 

Hell. If | ever do manage to get Tommy and Vince in the same room, | know exactly what will happen. They'll 
yell, they'll call each other names, they'll throw punches. Then they'll fuck and scream more I-love-you's. 
They're idiots, both of them. But who gives a shit so long as | get the Crüe back for one more round? 
"Look, I've got to go," | say. 

"Mmm-hmm." 

‘Ill see you soon, okay?" 

"Sure, Nikki." 

"Bye. And make an appointment for the surgery.” 

"Good-bye." 

Fucker. | wait until | hear him replace the phone in the receiver before | click my cell off. Time to go see about 


my cockstars. With these guys, they'll probably be in the middle of a threesome by now. Maybe we're not so 
much different from Motley after dll.. 


